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His scalp he lost in the Lisbon harbour.
"That saves tuppence a month to the company's
barber."
His eye you might think was a very great loss. It was getting he said, to squint across, And was puttin' on him the black disgrace. He would get one of glass to take its place, A jewel of joy in his illigant face.
So wherever he went the ranks were all laughin', For  he never was done with his chat  and his
chaffin'.
Though cruel and bitter was Fortune's cup, The O'Connor would never climb down nor give up. And however severely his courage was tested, He never would own to its bein' bested.
But at last it all to a crisis drew,
When the Duke met Bony at Waterloo.
" Tis death or victory this day, by the Powers,"
Says Paddy as bold as can be. "I've been dying by inches for five long years,
And there's nothin1 worth havin' on me. If Death, the old skamer, is tryin1 a fall, He must give me the go-by, or take my poor all."
That day the Frenchies they did what they could, But Paddy was there and the red line stood. Then Paddy advanced like a roarin' lion, And with him the army, all yellin' and crying And the Frenchies at once began for to run At the terrible sight, and the battle was won.